
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Saved By The 
Mountain Man


	A Novella

	 

	By Opal Nicks

	 

	[image: LifeGardenLogo.gif]

	
Saved By The Mountain Man

	Copyright © 2023 Opal Nicks

	All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the author. 

	This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, incidents, and events are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead is coincidental.

	Inquiries/Permissions:

	Life Garden Publishing Inc.

	P.O. Box 333

	Borden, IN 47106 USA

	 

	
Table of Contents

	      

	A Novella

	By Opal Nicks

	Saved By The Mountain Man

	Table of Contents

	Message From The Author

	1

	2

	3

	4

	5

	6

	7

	8

	9

	10

	11

	12

	13

	14

	15

	16

	17

	18

	19

	20

	21

	22

	23

	24

	25

	26

	27

	Epilogue

	About The Author

	

	 


Connect With Me

	I offer a free early access program – Opal’s Jewel Box – for those that would like the opportunity to purchase and read each new book before the e-book is released elsewhere. Opal’s Jewel Box members also receive:

	 

	Unpublished bonus scenes

	Coupons & Special offers

	Behind the scenes debauchery

	Contests and More!

	Click Here To Find Out More

	 

	Mountain Men of Cady Springs Series

	[image: Single Divider For Website.png]

	Claimed By The Mountain Man Lord

	Saved By The Mountain Man

	Sold To The Mountain Man

	Snowed In With The Mountain Man

	My Secret Santa Mountain Man

	Starstruck By The Mountain Man

	Tracked Down By The Mountain Man

	 

	Message From The Author

	You Are A Gem!

	Thank you so much for reading this book. I appreciate my readers everywhere. I hope you thoroughly enjoy this short story and it takes you out of your ordinary day or evening. May it transform your world in less than a couple of hours!

	            Happy Reading,

	            Opal Nicks

	[image: BookBrushImage-2024-6-20-12-4156.jpg]

	 


1

	[image: Single Divider For Website.png]

	Mateo

	The sun casts long shadows over the town of Cady Springs, Colorado, as I stand outside my office at Ramirez Lumber. At thirty-four, I've built a life for myself here—owning and operating a successful lumber company in this remote corner of the world. 

	"Another day done," I mutter to myself, locking the front door behind me. The scent of fresh-cut pine still lingers in the air from today's work, a constant reminder of the lifeblood of this town. 

	As I drive home, the weight of grief sits heavy on my chest. It's been two years since my wife, Catherine, lost her battle with cancer, and not a day goes by that I don't feel the ache of her absence. My wedding band glints in the fading sunlight, and I speak to her, as if she's sitting right beside me in the passenger seat. "Miss you, my love," I whisper. Losing someone, especially so soon, can make a person feel unusual things. I like to think she's watching over me.

	I pull up to my cabin, nestled deep within the dense forest and mountains that surround Cady Springs. This place was my sanctuary, one that I shared with my wife. Now, crushing loneliness threatens to consume me. 

	"Home sweet home," I say to no one in particular, stepping out of my truck and heading inside. 

	Work has become my refuge, the place where I can lose myself in the task at hand and forget, just for a moment, the emptiness inside me. It puts me around other people and that’s good. Some of my employees have been with me since the beginning. They know the 'old' me and I’m sure they have noticed the changes.

	I stand on the wrap-around porch, breathing in the crisp mountain air. The two-story log house now serves as my escape and prison, a place where I can find solace but also remain isolated from the world. The smell of the surrounding pine trees is comforting yet bittersweet; it reminds me of our first years together, exploring these forests hand in hand. 

	Maybe a dip in the hot tub would do me good. Catherine used to love relaxing in the steaming water, her laughter filling the air as I tickled her sides playfully. 

	"Ah, Catherine," I sigh, leaning against the wooden railing, "I wish you were still here with me." 

	My days have become monotonous, filled with long hours at the lumber company and avoiding social interactions when possible. It's not that I don't appreciate my friends' concern and support, but their probing questions and attempts to lift my spirits only serve to remind me of how broken I am without her. 

	As I immerse myself in the hot tub, I let the warm water envelop me like a comforting embrace. I feel an overwhelming sense of loneliness. I miss the way Catherine would rest her head on my chest and the softness of her touch. The water ripples around me with each breath I take, but this physical sensation can't compare to the love we once shared. 

	"Alright, enough wallowing," I tell myself, wiping away a stray tear. Without someone to love, I feel lost. But I'm also afraid of losing them and going through this horrific pain and emptiness again.
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	Coaxing myself out of bed, I rub my eyes and glance outside, noticing the storm that has rolled in overnight. "Guess today won't be as productive as I hoped," I mutter to myself, watching the dark clouds swirling overhead. 

	I shuffle towards the kitchen, brewing a pot of strong coffee as the rain continues to pour down. I stare into the dark liquid, seeing my reflection in its depths, and I wonder if this is all there is for me – endless days of work and nights spent grieving the woman I lost. 

	As the sound of steady rain fills the cabin, the sudden shrill ring of my phone startles me. Glancing at the display, I see an unfamiliar number. Hesitating for a moment, I answer the call, curiosity getting the better of me. "Hello?" 

	"Hey, Mateo. It's been a long time," says a familiar voice, one I haven't heard in a while. My mind registers the  voice of my old friend, Alex. 

	"Alex? What a surprise," I reply, trying to keep my voice steady. "What's up?" 

	"Nothing much, man. Just thought I'd give you a call. I'm actually on my way to Cady Springs for a project I’m working on. I’d like to see you. Thought we could catch up." 

	"Really? That's...unexpected," I say, my mind racing with a mix of anxiety and excitement. I haven't seen Alex since Catherine's funeral, and the thought of reconnecting with him is both thrilling and a little nerve wracking. Will he remind me of happier times, or will he only serve as another reminder of my loss? 

	"Listen, Mateo," Alex continues, sensing my hesitation. "I know it's been tough for you, but I think it'll do you good to see a friendly face. Give it some thought, alright?" 

	"Alright," I agree. 

	"Think about when you're free, and we can meet up."

	“I’ll do that, Alex. Give me a call once you’re in town.” 

	"Sounds good, man. I'll talk to you soon," Alex replies before hanging up. 

	As the call ends, I find myself staring at the phone. This unexpected disruption has left me feeling off-balance, vulnerable, and yet...hopeful. Will reconnecting with an old friend be the first step towards healing my broken heart? Or is the pain of Catherine's absence destined to haunt me forever? 

	"Maybe it's time for a change," I murmur, setting the phone down and gazing out the rain-streaked window. But as I watch the storm rage outside, I wonder if I'm ready for what comes next.
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	Amelia

	The moment I pass the road sign, "Welcome to Cady Springs", my body surges with relief and excitement. It's been a long drive.

	The air is crisp and cool, and the scent of pine fills my lungs. This small town nestled in the Colorado Rockies is the perfect place to continue my search for Bigfoot. 

	My phone's GPS is directing me through the older section of Cady Springs which is bustling with activity. I see so many shops in original buildings that I would love to check out, but I tell myself -- later. This road trip has been long enough and I'm ready to get my buns out of this seat.

	As I pull to a four-way stop, I take a few seconds to glance at the skyline above me. Snow peaked mountains at the very top touching the blue sky. It's surreal. 

	The surrounding green forests beckon me, promising adventure and mystery. I can't wait until the whole team is here. Nate is going to love this place. Alex is originally from here and he was the one who suggested we conduct an expedition in the Cady Springs area. This worked out perfect because it gave me a chance to reconnect with my sister, Ava, who I haven’t seen for months.

	Arriving onto a neighborhood side street, I finally pull up to the most adorable house -- probably in the entire town. I should have known my sister would have her home completely landscaped with the flowers she loves. There's a white picket fence and an inviting front porch. Yes, this charming cottage has to be Ava's place. I get out of the driver's seat after parking and bend down, stretching my back and legs. 

	"Amelia!" I hear a familiar voice call out, and I turn to see her waving at me from the front door. She rushes out and her warm, brown eyes crinkle with delight as she strides towards me, her dark curls bouncing with each step. 

	"Hey, sis," I say, opening my arms for a hug. "It's so good to see you!" We embrace tightly, our bond evident in the way we hold each other. 

	"Likewise," she replies, pulling away to look at me. "So, you're really here to hunt for Bigfoot, huh?" 

	I nod enthusiastically. "You know how I am, and everything I've read points to this area being a prime habitat too." 

	Ava chuckles and shakes her head. "Only you or dad would come all this way to chase after a legend, Amelia. But I'm glad you're here, even if it's not totally to visit me." 

	"Visiting with you is an added bonus, Ava. I've missed you a lot," I say, my voice thick with emotion. She knows this. Since our father passed away, we've each come to know how important family is.

	"Oh, Amelia. I've missed you too," she replies, linking her arm through mine. "Now, let's get you settled in, and then you can tell me all about your plans for tracking down Bigfoot." 

	"Honestly, I've been sitting so long in the car. I'd love to just walk around ... have you give me the grand tour. I love this place, Ava. It's so ... you!"

	"Ah, thank you. Alright, let me give you the tour and then I have dinner ready in the crock pot."

	"Smells yummy," I say, stepping into the warmth of her cozy living room. Immediately, I notice the white walls, dark stained woodwork, and hand crafted furniture. 

	"Ava, this is darling -- so cozy, yet elegant."

	"Thank you. It has taken time to get it this way. I'm always on the lookout for unique items for my home. Oh, I forgot to tell you. There's a fairly well known college for artists who handcraft items in this town. Who would have known?"

	"Yeah, Cady Springs seems small to even have a college."

	"Let's get your bags to your room," she says, walking toward the staircase. Pictures of our family line the wall ascending the staircase, reminding me again of what's important in life. 

	We reach the top of the staircase with my bags and she opens the door to an amazing room with a slanted attic style ceiling. The walls are painted a creamy yellow with windows on one side, offering unobstructed views of the surrounding woods. Beautiful blue curtains drape the windows, and a patchwork quilt covers the bed. 

	"This is where I'll stay?" I ask, running my hand across the smooth fabric of a
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